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by b. miller 


for' GS 

seduction 


the trailer park manager was lovely 


— and didn’t like competition! 


With disbelief, as well as joy, John 
Kolby adjusted his educated orbs to 
the hunk of femininity standing on 
the doorstep of his newly acquired 
aluminum teil-foot-wide trailer. Heel 

could be such a fcscinating thing and 
John was quite a connoisseur of fe- 

ager of the court." she introduced 
huskily and John shifted his gaze 
slightly upward. 

She was quite an improvement 
from the old gas-bag who had as- 
signed him space No. 24 last week. 
His openly admiring glance swept 
over her. head to toe. He judged 
Lola to be about twenty-eight; she 
was the long leggy type and even in 
the baggy sweater and sweat pants, 
really something to look at with her 
dark hair and clear blue eycs. # 

Instinct, and long experience told 
him that, despite the throaty voice, 
which was just probably something 
she couldn't help, here was a very 
cool dish; cold but appetizing. 

John grinned, bringing into play 
his air of boyish charm, which at 
thirty, blended nicely with his suave, 
often clever, almost always smooth 
approach. “I’m John Kolby, Miss 

“Mrs. Parks,” she corrected swiftly 
and John felt the distinction keenly. 
“Here's a list of printed rules. I made 
them myself." She stepped back 


down onto the cement patio, clearly . 
a gal who didn’t waste words. "If you 
want anything," she added, my 
trailer is next door.” 

She disappeared into said trailer 
and slammed the door. John noted 
that her trailer differed from his only 
by the vast amount of potted flowers 
growing in a mad profusion of pur- 
ple color. 

John carelessly tore the paper into 
pieces and tossed them into an ash 
trav. No trailer manager was going 
to compose rales for him; that's why 
he’d given up his apartment. His 
landlord had been too noisy about 
his extra-curricula activities with the 
dolls. And speaking of trailer man- 
agers, despite her looks, she had the 
disposition of a flat-heeled battle ax. 

If it wasn’t for the fact that the court 

ginecr at Douglas Aireraft-and near 
the beaches— he liked skin diving- 
plus being cheap, he'd probably 
move. On second thought, why let a 
dame throw him? 

He wasted no time finding out 
about Lola Parks, discovered to his 
pleasure that she was a widow, and 
then with characteristic shuffling of 
his emotions, he called a rebel doll 
of his acquaintance and invited her 
over for the night. This delectable 
little bundle of corn-pone and mo- 
lasses came tripping over shortly 
thereafter with more bounce than all 
the mint julep south of the Mason- 


Dixie line. .... , . . 

“Hi. you-all,” the little blond said 
snuggling up to him on the sofa. She 
liked people to think she was from 
the deep south; she was alright, south 
of Decatur, Illinois, but John was 
too much a gentleman to strip away 
the thin veneer of southern charm, 
however faked. Tve missed you, you 
damn yankee." she purred softly. 
“It’s been too long.” 

|ohn ran his hand exploringly over 
her soft curves. Nothing faked there. 

'Tell me more about your home 
town, Dixie,” he said gallantly, un- 
buttoning her flimsy blouse. 

Dixie giggled and squirmed. She 
was the ticklish type. 

"Dixie,” John exclaimed, “It has 
been too long.” 

Whereupon, he carried her to his 
ten-foot-wide bedroom, and once 
again, the South made an uncondi- 
tional surrender. 

The following night, JgJa. still 
wearing the baggy clothjpHirust a 
paper under his nose, cqifflrmmg his 
earlier impression: She was trouble. 

“Rules, Mr. Koll#, are to be fol- 
lowed. Rule Five - No women in 
bachelor’s trailers-ovemight!” 

John pulled the duplicate set of 
rules from her long, slirn fingers and 
smiled engagingly. 

Parks," he said in an 
“didn’t I tell you about n 

coming to visit mer 

“Family?” she echoed, blue eyes 


“Why, Mrs. 
family 
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oriental beauty could prove east 






sensualists paradise, the tableaux du roi of Paris offers a spicy 


Roi in Paris. It wins hand ana pants »»»".» •' 
eatery between San Francisco and lunbuctoo - — 

wit has 'even joked that women become pregnant while 

ea when > yrfiirealize that this includes Maxim’s the Cafe 
Arizona in Budapest, and half a dozen Viennese Cour- 
ts delights, thiVis a tall order. I can justify the claims 

^Mindin' s* the Arizona and the Vienna restaurants all 
made a practice of creating cozy little rooms "'here a 
wolf could dine along on a bird and sweet mgenue. The 
dors could be locked and for a clutch ot small bills the 
waiter could be conveniently deaf to any summons from 
a distraught female. Soft lights, a discreet trio strumming 
in the background and red plush couches and drapes 
added to the sexy atmosphere. A bottle of champagne, 
a bowl of hothouses roses and the aphodesiacal mood 


nplete. After all this a rake could only hope that 
the wine, the food, the flowers, them usic and the flam- 
boyant colors of the private chamber would loosen n~ 


It created not only an erotic atmosphere. It createu 
erotic food. Food which has brought blushes and daring 
ideas to thousands of respectable women. One look at 
the menu on die table is enough to jar her ^femes for 
the remainder of the evening. A glance at the hrst 
course is liable to send her screaming from the table. 
If she survives both shocks, say the insiders, sties putty 
in the hands of any man who take her there. He may 
even have to carry her out. , . 

The Table du Roi - the name means King s Table in 
French, is deceptively innocent when you enter, inis is 
very deliberate on the management s part. They picked 
a quiet street in Paris' lively Grand Boulevards section 
and for all anyone coukl tell he might be climbing the 
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A H0t Day in The cQuntry , 








trudy 
tremaine 
illustrates an 
ideal method for 
trapping a girl into 
saying “yes!” 
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one bandido held the fate of a country in his 
hands; it was up to hanneken to kill him! 



















le true mark of its meaning. 
Hiroshima, Mon Amour probably 
i coeds in doing this masterfully be- 

>out love and war cast in both the 
assic and the modern background. 


•Hiroshima, mon amour ” scores!! 


This night spent together v 

too will in' of no importai 
if we can forget the horn: 
so must we forget the pail 
Holding in her hands tin 
her lover whose name she 

will be your name. Hiroshi 


Hie ultimate meaning o: 
cult and bold film is that 

site — the hatefulness of 
there is also the human an 
ing problem of memory, t 

over a period of time, doi 


la to act in a peace propaganda 
She meets a Japanese to whom 
is immediately attracted. The 

es back and forth from the bed- 
r night cannot help thinking of 


the tragedy of war; 
the tragedy of love; 
the same? 


pulling feelings about its 
tion, it is just the spell, aln 
notic that this film cast. 
Starring the poetically 



TRUE STORES of the search for lost, 
buried and sunken treasure by people 
who have found vast fortunes in every 
corner of the world. 



Watch for the exciting new TREASURE 
Adventure magazine on sale soon at 
your favorite newsstand ... or order 
direct at 50c per copy, from: 

READER SERVICE 
5617 Hollywood Blvd. 
Hollywood 28, Calif- 








That takes care of the reasons, hut 
we are certain readers of KING are 
interested in the theories as to what 
should be done about it: 

A1I you have to do is inspect the 
pictures of Miss Reynolds in these 
pages and most of your answers 
should be there for you even without 
the questions! 

Just have little Rhonda (41-22-38, 
is little?) hang around Main Street 
whenever one of the local lads is get- 
ting a touch of * travelitis,” and 

heap of a hurry, alright. Yes, sir! 



rhonda 
reynolds 
could keep those 


farm boys 
away from 
the city! 











